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But dwelling in this truth, amid my greatest joy,

Is me befalPn a greater loss than Priam had of Troy.

She is reversed clean, and beareth me in hand,

That my deserts have given cause to break this faithful band,

And for my just excuse availeth no defence.

Now knowest thou all; I can no more.    But, Shepherd, hie thee hence

And give him leave to die that may no longer live:

Whose record, lo, I claim to have, my death I do forgive.

And eke, when I am gone, be bold to speak it plain,

Thou hast seen die the truest man that ever love did pain.*

Wherewith he turn'd him round, and gasping oft for breath,

Into his arms a tree he raught, and said, * Welcome my death I

Welcome a thousandfold, now dearer unto me

Than should, without her love to live, an emperor to be/

Thus in this woful state he yielded up the ghost,

And little knoweth his lady what a lover she hath lost:

Whose death when I beheld, no marvel was it, right

For pity though my heart did bleed, to see so piteous sight.

My blood from heat to cold oft changed wonders sore;

A thousand troubles there I found I never knew before.

Tween dread and dolour so my sprites were brought in fear,

That long it was ere I could call to mind what 1 did there.

But as each thing hath end, so had these pains of mine:

The furies past, and I my wits restored by length of time.

Then as I could devise, to seek I thought it best

Where I might find some worthy place for such a corse to rest.

And in my mind it came, from thence not far away,

Where Cressid's love, king Priam's son, the worthy Troilus ky.

By him I made his tomb, in token he was true,

And as to him belonged well, I covered it with blue.

Whose soul by angeFs power departed not so soon,

But to the heavens, lo, it fled, for to receive his doom.

XIX
[THE LADT AGAIN COMPLAINS]

GOOD kdies, ye that have your pleasure in exile,

Step in your foot, come, take a place, and mourn with me awhile:

And such as by their lords do set but little price,

Let them sit still, it skills them not what chance come on the-dice.

But ye whom love hath bound, by order of desire,

To love your lords whose good deserts none other would require,

Come ye yet once again, and set your foot by mine,

Whose woful plight and sorrow* great no tongue may well define.